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<I  The  Class  of  191 3  has  approved  the 
decision  of  its  five  predecessors,  and   Mr. 

Nerses   thanks   each    individual member 

for  this  testimony  of  appreciation.  You 
have  pleased  himl  He  will  please  you! 
<1  Students  and  Teachers  of  the  School 
will  be  accorded  the  usual  special  rates 
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The  Golden-Pod 


QUINCY,  MASS.,  NOV.  1912 


On  September  third,  another  year  of  study 
began.  Most  of  us  saw  the  opening  day  come 
reluctantly,  yet,  once  back  among  old  and  new 
friends,  we  were  soon  as  enthusiastic  as  ever. 
Perhaps  the  greatest  change  which  has  occurred 
is  the  coming  of  Mr.  Collins  to  us  from  Everett. 
Although  we  sincerely  regret  Mr.  Howlett's  go- 
ing away,  we  wish  him  unbounded  success  in 
his  new  field  of  labor.  To  his  successor,  Mr.  Col- 
lins, we  extend  a  most  hearty  and  sincere  greet- 
ing. It  gives  us  pleasure  to  assure  Mr.  Collins 
that  from  the  first  he  has  had  the  confidence  and 
good  will  of  every  boy  and  girl.  In  the  future 
he  can  depend  upon  us  for  hearty  co-operation 
in  every  undertaking  connected  with  the  Quincy 
High  School. 

This  year  there  is  a  large  entering  class.  .May 
the  career  of  each  one  of  you  be  happy  and 
profitable.  You  have  already  found  out  that 
High  School  is  different  from  Grammar  Scliool, 
but  adapt  yourselves  to  it.  and  then  you  will  ap- 
preciate your  greater  freedom.  Do  your  best  in 
everything,  but  engage  in  some  outside  activity 
beyond  the  regular  routine  work.  You  cannot 
all  play  baseball  or  football  but  develop  some 
interest,  whether  it  be  music,  literature  or  what- 
not, but  let  it  be  something.  Remember  "A 
person  interested  in  nothing  but  his  work  is  a 
failure." 


Not  many  changes  have  been  made  in  the 
teaching  force  this  year,  although  we  have  lost 
Miss  Bass,  Mr.  Harold  Fenner  and  Mr.  Schoon- 
maker.  In  their  places,  however,  we  cordially 
welcome  Miss  Bostwick.  Mr.  Streeter  and  Mr. 
Parkinson,  and  also  greet  Miss  Whitcomb,  Mr. 
Aschenbach  and  Mr.  Raymond  Fenner.  We  sin- 
cerely hope  that  they  will  find  many  friends  in 
the  Quincy  High  School  and  will  enjoy  them- 
selves among  them. 


The  lack  of  interest  in  the  Goldenrod  grows 
more  and  more  sin-prising.  It  is  supposed  to  be 
a  school  paper.  Is  it  fair  to  have  the  paper  go 
out  to  other  schools  as  representing  the  best  we 
can  do  .'  It  is  true  that  the  Senior  class  supports 
it.  but  every  one  should  contribute.  In  one  high 
school  near  Boston,  the  staff  is  chosen  from  the 
whole  school.  This  does  not  happen  to  be  the 
custom  here,  hut  there  should  he  more  real  co- 
operation. You  willingly  pay  your  money  for 
the  paper;  then  you  criticise  it.  Yon  should  do 
your  part   to  remedy  the     defects     you     see     SO 

readily.     Contribute!   Contribute!  Contribute! 
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Rumors  have  been  heard  that  the  Seniors 
would  like  to  establish  a  Class  Day.  Other 
schools  have  one.  why  can't  we? 

As  a  last  word  of  warning,  please,  please.  Up- 
per-classmen, do  not  step  on  the  Freshmen  till 
they  grow.     They  can't  stand  it. 


Reports,  hateful  things,  have  just  come  out. 
In  some  cases,  the  marks  seemed  pretty  stiff  but 
next  time  make  them  better.  Put  your  shoul- 
der to  the  wheel  with  more  vigor  and  earnestness 
than  ever.  Refuse  to  let  one  failure  discourage 
you.  To  those  who  have  the  strength  of  will  to 
perservere,  success  must  come  some  time. 
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Aboard  "The  City  of  Pekin 


ft 


Black  night  was  in  its  roughest  mood.  The 
waves  rose  higher  and  higher  until  it  seemed 
that  a  whole  ocean  was  contained  in  each  of 
those  towering,  sweeping,  swirling  mountains  of 
dark  water.  The  sight  of  a  storm  arising  on  sea 
lays  some  powerful  spell  on  its  beholders.  The 
grandeur  of  the  deep  makes  us  realize  its  full 
strength  and  our  own  insignificance.  This  is 
especially  true  during  that  calm  which  pre- 
cedes the  blinding  rain  that,  though  more  to  be 
feared,  does  not  strike  the  terror  into  our  hearts 
that  a  few  moments  of  awe-inspiring  silence 
does. 

It  was  on  such  a  night  as  this,  that  we  were 
gathered  in  the  smoking  room  of  the  "City  of 
Pekin."  "The  Limit,"  as  the  man  from  Ohio  had 
christened  him,  had  been  spinning  long  yarns 
and  telling  impossible  stories  of  personal  esca- 
pades that  bored  his  hearers  beyond  words.  One 
by  one,  the  other  men  had  slunk  off,  until  the 
Limit  was  conversing  with  a  leather-cushioned 
couch  and  one  meek  little  man  dozing  in  a  large 
arm-chair. 

The  pompous  story-teller  paused  after  his 
wonderful  tales  of  adventure  and  then  the  little 
man  awoke. 

"I've  been  in  a  tighter  hole  than  ever  you 
were,"  he  remarked,  "and  it  wasn't  with  tigers, 
or  elephants,  or  lions,  or  roosters,  or  any  of  those 
other  fearful  wild  beasts  vou've  been  talking 
about,  but  it  was  with  a  whole  lot  of  jabbering 
Japanese  soldiers  and  guards." 

"  It  was  when  I  first  came  East,  and  in  my  in- 
nocence thought  the  Japanese  government  kept 


the  museum  at  Port  Arthur  for  the  sole  purpose 
of  allowing  me  to  use  my  camera.  I  went  to  the 
museum  one  day  and  happened  to  photograph 
some  plans  of  Russian  defenses  and  also  a  model 
of  the  Emperor's  pet  fort. 

"Soon  I  felt  someone  take  a  firm  grip  on  my 
shoulders,  and  looking  up  I  saw  two  short  but 
savage  looking  Japanese  soldiers.  I  couldn't 
make  out  a  word  they  said,  since  all  my  Japan- 
ese was  'kurumaya.  hotem,  takai'  and  a  few 
other  words  that  even  a  stranger  can't  help 
learning.  They  hustled  me  into  a  room  where  a 
lot  more  yellow- faced  'monkeys'  were.  After 
some  time,  I  understood  that  it  was  a  criminal 
offense  for  a  foreigner  to  photograph  anything 
connected  with  the  government  and  I  was  in  no 
end  of  trouble. 

"My  only  hope  lay  in  the  American  consul, 
that  personage  who  is  always  pointed  out  as  the 
first  aid  to  well-meaning  but  wrong-doing 
travelers.  Then  I  learned  that  he  had  died  a 
few  weeks  before,  and  that  his  assistant  had  de- 
cided that  a  nervous  break-down  was  imminent 
and  had  gone  on  a  hunting  trip  into  the  inter- 
ior. The  British  consul,  however,  being  a  white 
man.  came  to  see  what  he  could  do. 

"We  planned  and  planned,  but  others  had 
been  in  my  position  before  and  had  not  gotten 
off  easily.  By  the  way.  a  Japanese  prison  is  not 
heaven.  The  consul  then  had  a  bright  idea. 
Next  morning  in  court,  he  swore  I  was  his  broth- 
er and  apologized  so  profusely  in  my  behalf 
that  the  polite  little  judge  bowed  and  smirked 
answer  to  the  bows  and  nods  of  the  other    and 
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declared  me  entirely  blameless  on  condition  that 
I  give  him  the  film. 

"Then,  after  the  hearing,  I  earnestly  thanked 
the  man  who  had  helped  me  so  much  and  told 
him  that  I  would  do  anything  for  him  if  ever  I 
should  lie  able,  so  a" — 

"Did  you  ever  have  the  chance.7"  asked  "The 
Limit."  in  a  tone  of  genuine  interest. 

The  meek  little  man's  eyes  twinkled.  "He  had 
a  maiden  sister.  That  was  the  favor  he  asked 
■ — to  take  her  off  his  hands." 


The  Limit  rose  with  an  elaborate  how.  "I  tend 
you  my  title."  he  said  with  mock  gravity.  "I 
blush  with  shame  at  the  very  thought  of  ever 
having  borne  it.  while  you  so  far  surpassed  me." 
and  lie  disappeared  in  the  direction  of  Ins  state- 
room. 

"Yes.  Minna.  I'm  coming,"  <  .lied  the  little 
man  in  answer  to  a  summons  from  the  door- 
way and  he.  too.  disappeared  following  the  .  ivish 
of  a  silken  skirt. 

Beatrice  I.  Costello,   13. 
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The  Patchwork  Quilt 


A  warm  April  sun  shone  through  the  white- 
curtained  window  of  the  Mason  farmhouse  on 
the  old  Lexington  Road.  It  was  in  the  year 
lTTo.  but  no  evidence  of  the  troublous  times 
penetrated  the  quiet  room.  At  the  far  end  of 
the  kitchen  was  the  huge  fireplace,  with  the  oak 
settles  on  either  side.  On  the  mantel-piece 
were  arranged  pewter  plates  and  brass  candle- 
sticks, and  in  the  corner  cupboard,  choice  pieces 
of  china.  There  was  a  large,  substantial  table 
in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  and  several  straight- 
backed  chairs  placed  against  the  walls.  These, 
with  the  exception  of  Grandmother  Mason's 
rocker,  were  the  only  furnishings  of  the  room. 
but  everything  was  spotlessly  clean. 

Near  the  window,  in  one  of  the  straight- 
backed  chairs  sat  Phyllis  Mason,  spinning  at  her 
quaint  wheel.  From  time  to  time  she  glanced 
out  the  window  at  the  orchard  in  full  bloom  and 
the  "Teen  meadows  beyond.  All  Nature  seemed 
to  br  calling  her  and  it  was  very  hard  to  sit 
there  spinning,  always  spinning. 

Her  mother  noticed  one  of  these  glances,  and 
said.  "Come,  daughter,  leave  your  spinning  and 
walk  over  to  .Mistress  Wood's.  She  has  a  new 
patchwork  quilt  I  am  desirous  of  seeing,  and. 
lowering  her  voice,  "there  is  an  important  mes- 
sage  for  your  father  concealed  in  the  lining. 
Carry  it  openly,  so  there  will  be  no  suspicion  if 
you  should  chance  to  meet  any  Red  coats.'' 


Phyllis  jumped  up  from  her  whe.  ';.  overjoyed 
at  being  trusted  on  such  an  important  errand. 
She  put  on  a  light  cape,  and  was  soon  on  her 
way  to  Mistress  Wood'-. 

The  good  woman  gave  her  the  quilt  with 
many  parting  injunctions,  and  Phyllis  set  out 
again  with  the  precious  bundle  over  her  arm. 

Between  her  home  and  Mistress  Wood's  there 
were  no  houses,  so  Phyllis  as  she  walked  ahum-, 
kept  a  sharp  look  out  for  scarlet  uniforms.  She 
thought  with  a  little  nervous  thrill  of  themes- 
sage  hidden  in  the  quilt,  and  of  the  British  spies 
then  in  Concord  Town. 

"They  won't  get  it  from  me."  she  thought, 
and  red  spots  glowed  in  her  cheeks.  "1  shan't 
let  them  have  the  quilt,  no  matter  what  hap- 
pens." 

She  walked  quickly  along,  with  eyes  and  ears 
open  for  any  suspicious  noises  or  sights.  Sud- 
denly she  heard  voices  around  the  bend  of  the 
road  and  caughl  a  glimpse  of  something  scarlet 
through   the  tree-. 

"Britishers!" 

Her  face  paled  and  -he  glanced  quickly  abo 
foi-  a  possible  hiding     place.     On  either  side  of 
the  road  there     were  low  bushes,     lmt  the  trees 
were  too  far  away  to  reach  in  time. 

"Oh,  they'll  see  me  behind  those  bushes,"  -he 
thought,  in  terror,  "my  cape  is  so  light.  What 
shall   I  do.'" 
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By  chance  her  eye  fell  on  the  green  lining  of 
the  qnilt  and  an  idea  flashed  upon  her.  Quick- 
ly she  hid  behind  one  of  the  bushes,  and  covered 
herself  completely  with  the  quilt  ,  the  green  of 
which  blended  with  the  hues  of  the  budding 
shrubs  and  bushes. 

Breathlessly  she  waited  there,  unable  to  see  or 
hear  anything.     It     seemed     hours     before  she 


dared  peep  from  her  hiding-place,  and  then  the 
two  soldiers  were  rapidly  disappearing  in  the 
direction  of  Concord. 

Phyllis  crept  out  from  her  place  of  shelter, 
folded  the  quilt  tenderly,  almost  reverently,  and 
started  again  for  the  farmhouse  on  the  old  Lex- 
ington Road. 

Ednah  M.  Sanborn,  '13. 
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How  I  Played  Truant 


Oh,  how  I  had  longed  to  play  truant,  or  as  the 
boys  expressed  it,  "play  hooky  I"  I  had  envied 
the  boys  who  "dared"  do  it,  but  somehow,  though 
torture  would  not  make  me  admit  it,  I  was 
afraid.  But  at  last  I  had  decided  "to  dare''  and 
planned  to  meet  Tim  Spikes,  the  village  terror, 
at  a  quarter  after  nine.  I  had  said  "good  bye" 
to  mother  and  started  off  trying  to  feel  happy, 
but  inwardly  I  was  quaking  lest  I  should  meet 
the  teacher,  as  I  often  did,  and  have  him  walk 
with  me  to  school.  But  no,  I  was  successful, 
and  at  the  appointed  time  met  Tim. 

"How  d'  y'.  Fat  V  said  he,  "honest  Injun, 
didn't  think  you  had  the  spunk  to  come.  Shall 
we  go  a-fishing?     Great  trout  in  the  pond." 

"Might  as  well,"  replied  I.  "Got  another 
pin  and  string  fer  ter  lend  me?" 

Meantime,  we  had  been  wending  our  way 
through  a  narrow  path  in  the  wroods.  Now  that 
I  recall  it,  I  can  see  the  tall,  slender  birches 
which  formed  an  arch  overhead;  the  maples 
whose  brilliant  coloring  told  of  the  close  of  Oc- 
tober ;  the  busy  squirrels  that  now  and  then 
darted  across  our  path ;  and  the  warm  sun  which 
was  unusual  for  the  lateness  of  the  season.  But 
although  a  lover  of  Nature,  none  of  this  made  a 
very  deep  impression. 


At  length  the  so-called  pond  was  reached,  and 
we  started  to  "fish."  We  were  occupied  thus 
for  some  time,  but  having  little  snccess.  Tim 
suggested  that  we  go  nutting.  Miserable,  be- 
cause of  my  deception  in  staying  from  school.  I 
acquiesced,  caring  little  as  to  what  I  did  or 
where  I  went.  But  the  day  dragged  on,  and 
Tim,  who  proposed  everything,  finally  suggested 
"home." 

"Bin  a  fine  day — don't  cher  think?"  remarked 
he,  as  we  trudged  homeward,  "glad  you  came, 
ain't  yer?" 

"Just  bet,  came  from  me  in  a  hearty  way 
which  did  not  accord  with  my  feelings.  "S' 
long,"  as  we  turned  toward  our  respective 
homes. 

I  had  hardly  left  Tim.  when  I  met  my  seat- 
mate  ;  "aren't  yer  glad  there  was  a  teacher's 
meeting  today?  Wish  they'd  come  offener  if 
they'd  let  us  have  a  holiday.'' 

And  now  I  suddenly  remembered  that  there 
was  no  school  that  day,  and  that  I  had  not 
"hooked"  after  all. 

Lucie  M.  Grenier,   '13. 
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Senior  making  slight  noise  with  tin  box  con- 


taining a  coin 


Miss   Zeller— "Mr.- 


— ,   rattles   were  made 
for  children  six  years  of  age." 

Senior— "Well,  Mr.  Goddard  had  it  last." 

At  the  reception. 

Tired  Dancer — "  Would  you  mind  playing  this 
caprice  a  bit  slower?" 

Orchestra  leader — "Sorry  Miss  J ,  but  we 

take  orders  only  from  Miss  Lowe." 

Be  patient  boys,  I  am  going  to  get  my  egg  nog. 

(Latin  translation.) 

Cas — cly  '13 — "Vir  pigros  et  miseros  filios 
habet." 

"The  poor  and  miserable  man  has  children." 

(Freshmen  singing  in  hall) 
Brown   '13   (Ed) — The  singing  in  the  hall  is 
a  howling  success. 

The  Larkin  brothers,  Murphy  and  Manning, 
have  turned  Bull  Moosers. 

Did  you  find  a  vest  to  fit  you,  Twang? 

Ed.  Brown  has  a  liking  for  Raymond's  "yal- 
lar"  ties. 

Brockton  Fair  seems  to  have  the  attention  of 
many  of  the  fellows.  At  least  the  excuses  say 
so. 

Kindlj'  remember  to  get  your  name  in  tins 
column.  You  must  say  or  act  to  please  the 
editor.    Going  to  start? 

Miss  Grant — "You're  having  a  hard  time  with 
your  pen,  aren't  you? 

Dun— am   '14— "Slightly." 

Miss  Grant — (Writes  with  pen)  "I  don't  see 
anything  the  matter  with  it." 

Dun — am — "Oh,  its  all     right     to     scratch 
with." 


At d    '11 — "Do  the  ladies     of     Germany 

smoke?" 

Miss  Zeller — "Oh.  yes,  the  cigars  are  mild  and 
much  better." 

Atwood — Pride  of  Chelsea. 
Thank  you,  Phil— '12. 

Ire-e  P-t-r-on-  '11  has  taken  a  great  delight  in 
the  male  sex  of  1882.     (30  years  ago.) 

If  this  is  the  case,  Sumner,  why  not  let  the 
lemonade  ? 

Mary  Ken — dy  (reading  theme)  "after  I  had 
retired  to  my  room  I  proceeded  to  array  for  the 
evening.    I  took  off  my  shoes  and — " 

Miss  Crane— "That  will  do,  Mary." 

Miss  Crane — "If  a  boy  like  you  can  write  a 
sentimental  theme  like  this. — it  is  remarkable." 

Lar — in  '13 — "I  can  write  any  number  of 
them." 

Miss  Lowe — "Is  there  anyone  talking  in  this 
room  but  me  .'" 

Our  lunch  counter  policemen  (Miss  Kennedy 
and  Mr.  Smith)  arc  always  on  the  job. 

Miss  Salsman — "Sayward,  don'1  say  a  word." 

Young  lady — "My  mother  lias  gone  t<>  Boston 

today." 

R.   Pre— t   13,— "Has  it?" 

K.  W.  Estey, 

Joke  Editor. 


J8 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


Exchange    Notes 


We  acknowledge  with  thanks  the  following 
papers : 

Imp,  (Brighton.)  Oracle,  (Maiden.)  Brock- 
tonia,  (Brockton.)  Radiator,  (Somerivlle.j 
Distaff,  (Girl's  High,  Boston.)  Volunteer, 
(Concord,  N.  H.)  Artisan,  (Mechanic  Arts, 
Boston.)     High  School  Herald,  (Westfield.) 

"Imp,"  your  paper  might  well  be  improved 
by  a  few  more  cuts. 

"Oracle,"  your  story  "Gorgan  vs.  Brogan" 
was  a  masterpiece.  You  might  also  improve 
your  paper  by  a  few  cuts. 

"Radiator,"  You  certainly  have  a  fine  maga- 
zine. 

The  "Brocktonia"  is  another  excellent  paper. 

"Volunteer"  your  joke  editor  certainly  is 
some  daffadylle. 

"The  Artisan"  your  paper  is  more  of  a  school 
catalogue  than  a  literary  magazine. 


"High   School   Herald"  your     joke     column 
might  be  lengthened  somewhat. 


MEN  ARE  FOUR. 

Men  are  four :  He  who  knows,  and  knows  he 
knows;  He  is  wise,  follow  him. 

He  who  knows,  and  knows  not  he  knows,  He 
is  asleep,  wake  him.  He  who  knows  not,  and 
knows  not  he  knows  not,  he  is  a  fool,  shun  him. 

He  who  knows  not,  and  knows  he  knows  he 
knows  not,  He  is  a  child,  teach  him. — Ex. 

First  a  tackle  then  a  thud 
Then  your  face  is  in  the  mud, 
Someone  jumps  upon  your  back 
And  your  ribs  begin  to  crack, 
Referee's  whistle,  there  that's  all, 
That's  the  way  they  play  foolball. — Ex. 
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Alumni   Notes 


The  Golden  Rod,  as  it  enters  upon  another 
year  of  its  career,  extends  a  hearty  greeting  to 
one  and  all,  and  particularly  to  the  Alumni  of 
the  school,  who  by  their  earnest  endeavor  and 
hearty  co-operation  have  made  this  paper  more 
than  possible. 

Muriel  Badger  '09  has  announced  her  engage- 
ment to  John  (Deme)  Gourlie  '08. 

Gertrude  Estelle  Cleaves  '06  of  Wollaston 
was  married  Oct.  loth  to  Herbert  Shannon  Dane 
of  Dorchester. 


Mabel  Anderson  '09  has  married  Mr.  Alf 
Swenson  of  Quincy. 

Ethel  Joy  '12  has  announced  her  engagement 
to  Mr.  J.  McArdle. 

Elenor  Whittemore  '12  has  announced  her  en- 
gagement to  Mr.  Walter  Rodgers. 

Nathaniel  Warshaw  of  the  class  of  1910,  who 
for  the  past  two  }^ears  has  been  gaining  practi- 
cal knowledge  at  the  Fore  River  Ship  Building 
Company,  has  entered  the  Massachusetts  Insti- 
tute of  Technology. 
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N.  Ordway  Gould,  formerly  of  the  class  of 
1913,  who  for  the  past  two  years  has  been  attend- 
ing the  High  school  in  Portland,  Oregon,  has 
returned  east  and  is  continuing  his  studies  at 
Chauncy  Hall. 

Frank  Tirrell  '11  has  entered  the  University 
of  Maine. 

Fred  Sutormeister  and  Arvin  Page,  both  of 
1911,  have  entered  M.  I.  T. 

George  Finlay,  1914,  is  continuing  his  course 
of  studies  at  Williston  Academy. 

AT    THE    COLLEGES. 
Class  of  1912. 

Chester  Allen   Amherst 

Olive    Barnieoat    Simmons 

Maurice  Blackmur Thayer  Academy 

Clarence  Cassidy    Lowell  Institute 

Lester  Chapman Williston  Academy 

Margaret  Hunt Bridgewater  Normal 

Florence  Lund   Normal  Art 

Oswald  Reinhalter   Boston  College 

P.  Starret  White Harvard  Dental 

Elizabeth  Howard Framingham  Normal 


Other  members  of  the  class  of  1912: 

Everett  Andrews  lias  accepted  a  position  as 
stenographer  in  the  office  ;it  Fore  River.  Michael 
Auerburg  is  also  at  Pore  River.  Lloyd  Lewis  is 
at  the  Electric  Express  Co.'s  office.  Charles  Mc- 
Donald is  also  at  the  Electric  Express.  Juan  it  a 
Metherall  has  accepted  a  position  at  Dr.  An- 
drew's Dental  Parlors.  We  notice  Clarence 
Lundin  has  advertised  to  teach  music.  Ambrose 
O'Dowd  has  accepted  a  position  in  the  office  of 
the  Bay  State  St.  R,  R,,  at  Quincy.  Ethel  Hat- 
field is  employed  at  the  Old  Colony  Trust  Co.'s 
office,  Boston.  J.  Freeman  Hyland  has  accepted 
a  position  with  the  Telephone  Co.,  in  its  Quincy 
office. 


Those  who  have  returned  for  a  post  graduate 
course  are  as  follows : 

Lillian  DeYoung,  Ada  line  McDowell.  Alice 
McGovern,  Celia  McLennan,  Mildred  Polk  (from 
Woodward  Institute,)  Isabelle  Walker.  Willard 
Atkins,  Clifford  Backus.  Walter  Mead.  Sam 
Prout,  William  Roche,  Philip  Halvosa. 
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Ifn   flfoemoriam 


ANNIE  HARKINS,  '02 

WALTER  HADDEN,  'JO 


DOROTHY  SWEETLAND,  'R 


Coal  Hod  too  Heavy  to  Lift  ? 


You  don't  have  to  lift  the  Roller  Bearing 
Coal  Pan,  it  slides  out  easily  and  you  can 
shovel  the  coal  from  it  as  easy  as  breathing. 

MJiDE    IM    NEW    ENGLAND BEST    IM    THE    WORLD 


HUB 

RANGES 

Have  Heat  on  Five  Sides 
Lcf  the  Oven 

More    Oven     Surface, 
Having  Heat  Around  It 

Means  Better  Bake  —  Quicker 

Bake  — ■  Less   Fuel. 


HERMAN   FURNITURE   CO.,       1601=1625  Hancock  Street,     QU1NCY,  MASS. 

SMITH    5.   ANTHONY   CO..   MAKERS,  BOSTON,   MASS. 


ANOTHER\COOK 
BUT  THE  SAFIE 
COOKER 


iEnrtrn  Sarraja 

Pianoforte  ano  TUnirr  (Hulturc 

OJurra  anu  (Oratorio  (Cnadjutn. 

HOT  Huntington  GJhainbrrs.  Unstrtn 
30  (Srrrnlraf  Huilotnfl,  (JjHrinrrj 


§>}jrrial  farilitirs  tii  yuyilB  nf  publtr  srlumlH 


Compliments  of 


B.  rPITZ  &  SON 


bailors 


5  DIlPOT  P()/\l) 


QUINCY 


RANITE 
00  D 


Quincy  Cash  Grocery  &  Provision  Co. 

WM.  S.  CURRIER.  Prop. 

1381=1383  Hancock  Street  Quincv 


-••-^wtt-^fc-O- 


Ask  for  Currier's  Fancy  Private  Plantation  Coffee 
You  will  want  it  again 


A    SQUARE    DEAL    TO    ALL 


w 


Compliments  of 

CHARLES   C  HEARN 


m 


HALL'S  SHOE   STORE 

ALEX  HALL,       PROPRIETOR 

ffioots,    Shoes   6c    Rubbers 

Repairing  a  Specialty 

CORNER  OF  FRAXKLIX  AXD  WATER  STREETS 
QTJINCY,  ADAMS,  :  :  :  JVIASS. 


SH'JR-ON 


SHUR-ON 


EYEGLASS 


High  School  Pupils  Need  Strong  Eyes 

******  Uttitama 

Experienced  Optometrist 


\4Z3  lanrork  Btvttt 


(ipumry 


TEL.  987-W 


RES.   JI22-W 


BROWN  &  COMPANY 

••. / 

Q.  H.  S.  pennants  and  arm  bands 

1395  HANCOCK  ST.,  QUINCY 


Quincy    Market 

JOSEPH    W.    LASANTE.    PROP. 

Cash  Dealer  in 

Grageriej_and_Pr8Yiai8fi6 

traits  aad  yegetabTes 

Tel.  Quincy  9G0  1358   Hancock   St.    (Adams    Bldg.) 

* 

lie  SHIRT  WAIST  STORE 


Something  New 

High   School  Pillows 


•    •    Hi    •    • 

D.  E.  WADS  WORTH  &  CO 

Sweaters     .     . 

*1.00  to  *8.00 


We  can  Save  Money  for  you 


GEORGE  W.  JONES 

No.  \  GRANITE  ST.,  -  -  QUINCY 


Compit'ments  of  the 


2/oung   TTfen's    Christian   dissociation   of  Quincj/ 


]l?ou  will  fin&  at  tbc 


OT^I   FLOWER  3TORI} 


1361    HANCOCK    STREET 


Tel.  Con. 


"TJhe  Tfewest  XJhing  in  Quincy" 
"WARDROBE  SERVICE" 

Your  clothes  pressed  by  monthly  contract  Auto  delivery 

Send  postal  or  have  our  representative  call 

FA^TSOISr,  MTTC  I  I  ELL  CO. 

Jfraberdashers   and  Uni/ors 
City  Square  QUINCY,  MASS. 


Patronise  oar  Advertiser} 


George  W.   Prescott  Publishing  Company. 


Mwas  Crane  Public  Ue»* 

-  Quincy,  Mass. 


